BARBARIAN STORIES

at any rate I used to try and do my work well there,
but here, like all but a few of the others, I always
shirked when I could. But yet, in the old days, I
could always look forward to something happening,
my father dying, perhaps, as he must some day, which
would give me my rights and let me take up my in-
heritance and start life, though late, free and for my-
self. Now everything was doubtful; I was out of the
Empire, under strange laws and customs; and as for
getting free, that depended now entirely on the good
will of a Goth. It was no use going to Magsa for
advice; he was slave-born and had never known any
other life than belonging to one master or another;
he was very unhappy about his wife from time to time,
but Radimir was kinder to him than my father had
been.

I kept well out of the way of the old Uncle, who
was never so happy as when he was knocking me
about; I don't know what the grudge was that be bore
against all Romans - the others laughed at him. It
was probably something that happened during the
last war: he walked lame from an old wound. There
were four sons of the house, two older than me, one
younger, and one, Giamund, my own age; but it was
six months before I saw Giamund; he had been away
in the East, over the hills, staying with some cousins.
It was after sunset, and I was driving the sheep in;
they had been very wild, and I was late and afraid the
head shepherd would be angry with me. I had just
got them turned into the lane down to the byres when
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